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CHAPTER IIL

Major Haye had nothing to say against
the acquaintanceship formed with Gen-
eral Seymour's nephew. He joined in the
conversation and very naturally called
the young man “Mr. Seymour.” Whereat
Lawrence informed him that his mother
had been General Seymour’s sister, and
that she had married a certain Captain
Lawrence, and that therefore—

“Therefore,” Mrs. Haye eagerly inter-
posed, “you are the Mr. Lawrence whom
we have so often heard of. Oh, I know
all about you. Your exploits in shooting,
fishing, hunting—I have some youug
friends who positively rave about Mr.
Lawrence—Mr. Jack Lawrence, as they
usually call you, do ther not? And they
Ltnew Miss Clare Seymour, too. Perhaps
I shonld call her Mrs. Lawrence, how-
ever?” in a gently insinuating tone.

A shade had come over Lawrence's
brow. FHe looked vexed—disconcerted.
He answered more ceremoniously than
before.

“] am sorry that I cannot lay claim to
the goed fortune of a cousin of wmine,
whom I think your friends must have
met.”

s“yWell, it was to Mr. Jack Lawrence
that Miss Seymour was engaged,” said
Alrs. Haye in a tone of conviction. *“Did
that marriage take place, Mr. Law-
rence ?”

“No," said Lawrence. rather grimly:
“that marriage did not take place.”

“But I suppose it will take place ulti-
mately 7"

Lawrence hesitated a little. “Yes,"” he
snid, “ultimately, I suppose.” And then
he pulled his mustache and turned rather
red, as if he were conscious of some se- |
cret embarrassment. . |

“You met Mrs. Burton in London, '
didn't you, Anne?" said Mrs. Haye, sud-!
denly turaing to her companion. *“By the
by, 1 bez your pardon; 1 did not intro- |
dnce yvon. Anne, this is Mr. Lawrence,

Mrs. Rurton's friend; my friend, Miss, 1

Carteret.”

TLawrerce bowed gravely, with some,
curiosity as to what Miss Carteret would !
do or say. She answered with careless |
frankness, which showed that she had
attached very little importance to her
former meeting with him.

“Mr. Lawrence and I remember each
other,” she said. “le was the gentleman
who kindly Lrought me a glass of water
when I tnrned faint yesterday. 1 was
very much obliged to him for his help.”

Ther: some of the other passengers
Joined the group, and presently Mrs. Haye
was persuaded by oue of them to take a
walk np and down the deck. The usual
before-luncheon promeunade having begun,
Lawrence found himself virtually aione
with Miss Cartercet.  Major H:
certainly within hearing, but he scemed
to Lie absorbed in an old newspgaper, wkich

e was,

Will you think of me sometimes?”

“ will remember you,” she said.

She turned from him without another
word, and went down into the cabin.
He watched ber out of sight, then return-
ed to his former position, leaned his el-
bows on the railing, and placed his hands
on ecither side his head. Once he sighed
very deeply. His attitude was that of a
man oppressed by gloomy remembrances
and painful thought. Was it simply from
vanity that he had asked Anne Carteret
to remember him?

CHAPTER 1IV.

1n the morning Miss Carteret and Law-
rence parted with laughing words upon
their lips. Yet when Lawrence's back
was turned a little weariness crept into
her face. For the space of ten seconds
or thereabouts the harbor and its varied
colors and changing lights lost interest
and vividness in her eyes. DBut that sen-
sation passed as quickly as it came. After
al), Mr. Damer Lawrence was nothing in
point of interest compared with the
friends whom she was going to visit and
the sights that she hoped to see.

Lawrence looked as if he felt the part-
ing more than she. As he settled him-
self with his luggege in the stern of the
boat that was to take him to the shore,
an cxpression of gloom and discontent
was g0 visible upon his face as to at-
tract Mrs. Haye's atrention.

“How miserable that young man
looks!"” she said. “And a man in such
fortunate circumstances, too—rich, well-
born, handsome, free! Some people are
never contented in this world!”

Mrs. Haye's trite moral reflections wers
aiways rather lost upon Anne, but the
fact which had called them forth on this
occasion was not so casily overlooked.
She had little time for speculation con-
cerning it; she had just distinguished in
one of the boats approaching from the
shore the figure of her uncle, Mr. Du-

! maresq, at whose house she was going to

stay, and her attention had to be given
o him.

Mr. Dumaresq helonged to a large bank-
ing house, and had lived in Egypt for
many years. His wife and children often
went to England or Switzerland for a
few months; but he himself was much ab-
sorbed in business affairs, and had now
not quitted Egypt for some time. Mrs.
Dumaresq was the sister of Mrs. Car-
teret, who had died several years before
Anne ever thonght of going out to Alex-
andria. Mr. Carteret also was dead; and
since his death Anne had lived in the
lLouse of a distant relation, an old ad-
!miral, whom she had pursed and tended
ever since she was eighteen. His recent
death left Anne desolate; and the Du-
wmaresGs wrote to her, inviting her to
speid the winter with them.

I Mr. Dumaresy's clasp of the hand was
a comfort to Anne, who had been feeling

he had obial al Valetia

“Yeu will ot
ronce said to her.

“No, thank you.”

“Mijes Cartaret is not strong enongh lu-
walk,” said Major Haye, smerging from
his newspaver., “She is an invalid for the
present. e went to that church yes-
terdey against my wishes, Mr. Lawrence.
I said it would be too much for her. D
my wife wanted a companion; and I be-
lieve, Anue, I believe yon went simply to
please my wife, and not yourself at all.”

He stalked away down the deck, and
Lavrrence settled into the seat next Miss
Carteret's chair, watching her with undis-
guised interest and acmiration. e saw
that something in Major Haye's speech
had tonched her; the color had risen to
her cheeks, the water was standing in her
eves. DBut her lips smiled still., “Major
Haye is a very old friend of mine.” she
snid.
care of myself.”

“You were ill before you left England ¥

“Yes: T had a nervous fever. A win-
ter abroad will do great things for me,
people say.”

“2lajor Ilaye is going back to India?"

“Major Haye? Yes."

““Will the Indian climate suit you?”

“ON," said Miss Carteret. her face
lighting up, *1 see what you mean. But

I am not going to India; only half way—
to Egypt for the winter.”

“So am L.”

She looked at him inaniringly for a mo-
ment. “Not for your health”" she said
in a donbifal tone.

“No; for amuscment,
Nile. I am tired of England.”

It was not the last conversation that

they held together. Iriendly, comforta-
ble talks are eazy on board ship, where
the wmornings and afternoons and even-
ings present long blank spaces which have
to be filled up by pitiably inefficient de-
vices. Lawrence found, too, that his
place at meals was beside Miss Carterct,
and this was a fact which greatly aided
the growth of their friendship. [Ier,
after that first day, Miss Carteret came
to almost every meal except breakfast,
and seemed to gain strength and bright-
ness hour by hour.
» They had left Malta on Friday after-
noon. Saturday, Sunday, Monday, these
were the days of which Lawrence dis-
posed chiefly in company with Miss Car-
teret. Monday night came; they would
reach Alexandria early on the morrow.
After dinner nearly all the passengers
came on deck. The air was fresh yet
warm; the moon was rising in the cloud-
less heavens, but the sunset glow lingered
in the west. Anne found herself with
T.awrence at her side. For a minute or
+wo they paced the deck in silence.

“It is our last night,” he said.

“Yes.

I shall go up the

e mlad--or sorry 2
“7 think—bo.™

“] have a request to make,” he said.
after a panse. His voice sank into a
pecaliarly soft and serious tone as he
spoke. *I don't know whether we shall
ever see cach other again. You may
dhiear of me: you may hear evil things of
me. I have not led a quiet life like yours.
And I want to ask you—whatever you
may hear—to think kindly of me, as a
friend would do. May I ask that?”

“Why should I not think kindly of
_you?" she said.

“Why should you think of me at all?
1 have no claim to be remembered. And

‘qke a little walk?" Law.g ¢

“¥e thinks I do not take suflicient |

a little lone!ly. He thanked the Hayes
g fov tliefr escort, asiied them to his hounse.
| zare orders about the luggzase, and heiped
Miss Carteret and ber friende into the
bzot,

| “Your Aunt Charlotte would have comc I

to nioet you, but she was not well
enough,” he said to her. “She sent haer
love, and hopes you will accept Michella
as ler substitute. You remember ber?
She is waiting for as on the guay with
Mr. Eastlake. Yon know PPanl EKastlake
by nawe, no doubt®”

Yo, Anne krew his pame. Two fig-
ures were tointed out to her on the guay;
but they "were too distaut to be casily
rocagnized.  Her lugzage had to be de-
livered to the custom house oflicers. An
hotr or more passed before she found her-
scif seated in the carrigge which had been
provided for hier, with Michelle Dumuaresq
at. her side; and Mr. Dumaresq and Mr.
ctlake opposite. ‘The Hayes were driv-
v in another carriage to a botel.  Mi-
aelle was a slight, pretty girl with dark

es, and Mr. Dastlake was a tall
good-looking, middle-aged man.  Just as
they passed the English churclh, at one
side of the square, a gentleman in another
carringe raised his hat.  Anue returned
the salntation, and ofrered a word of
explanation to her friends as she did so.

*That Is a Mr. Lawrence, who came
from Malta with us in the Syria.”

“H'm—a very good-looking man,” saic
Mr. Dumaresq. “Ie knows people here,
then. I see he is driving with Mr.' Cal-
cott.”

“He said ke had friends in Alexandria.”

Fere the carringe stopped in order that
Mr. Eastlnke might get out of it. He
entered a pile of buildimgs in o narrow
strect near the square; Anne understood
them to say that he was going to his
office, It was in a curiously bewildered
state of mind that she presently found
Lherself at an ordinary looking railway
siation, and seated in an ordinary first-
¢lass carringe. Here Mr. Dumaresq bade
thom good-by; be had no time to go out
with them to the village of Ramleh,
where his bouse was situated, three
miles from Alexandrin. The train
steamed out of the station, and moved on-
ward through a new world.

There were five or six stations at Ram-
leh, about five minutes' walk from each
other. Michelle and Anne got out at ane
of these stations. A tribe of donkey
boys with their stecds rushed at the trav-
elers, but, on Anne's refusal to mount a
donkey, Michelle dispersed them with an
energetic Arabic senience or two. Then
they walked on to Mr. Dumaresq's house,
which was not very far distant, a large
white mansion, in a garden, with a broad
veranda running almost round it. The
garden was gay with flowers: roses
blonmed there all the year round; the
poinsettia trees were gay with scarlet
lonves: the golden green of the ragzed
banana leaves glittered in the sunshine.
The babble of children's voices couid be
heard from an upper window, and Mrs.
Dumaresq was ready at the door to take
the newcomer into her welcoming arws.
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CHAPTER V.

Anne's boxes had to be unpacked. Mrs.
Dumaresq was astonished and rather
vexed at the smallness and perhaps the
shabbiness of Anne's wardrobe; and Anne
had to own with a smile that when she
left England she haa been too ill and too
worn ont with fatizue to trouble herself
about her dresses.

JFet—I should like you to remember me. |
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“Besides,” she said, I thought I was

i coming v the desert; not to a place where

1 should want dinner dresses. 1 can't go
out much; I am in mourning.”

*Mourning, nonsense!” said her aunt;
“yon have been in mourning—how long?"

“Four months.”

“And old Admiral Fitzgerald was your
relation by marriage?”

“He was like a father to me,” said
Anne, turning a little pale, and censing
to smecoth out the dresses upon which she
had been engaged. “1 had lived five
yeurs in his house.”

“Now, Anne,” said Mrs. Dumaresq, “1
am going to speak plainly to you. James
said I was to talk to you. We are the
only people you have to look after your
affairs and interests. You were eighteen
when your uncle, as you call him, took
you home with him after your mother's
death, and said you were to be his daugh-
ter, and all that sort of thing. Now,
weren't you?”’

“L was"”

“And you are twenty-three now. That
is to say, you let him mew you up in a
gloomy old house in London, where you
never went out or saw anybody from one

®\veek's end to another; and when he be-

came ill you nursed him and tended him
like an angel—no, don't interrupt me; 1
shall say what I like—and were scolded
and bullied and suspected all day long
until he died last July; and then of course
you fell ill from overwork and over-
anxiety; and we all said, ‘Thank good-
ness, that part of her life is over!' "

“Aunt Charlotte, I am sure you were
not so unfeeling!” said Anue.

“And we also said,” continued Aunt
Charlotte, regardless of the interraption,
“*Now she will have her reward. The
old Admiral ought to have made her inde-
pendent for life.” And at first we heard
that he had left you his whole fortune;
and then we were told he had left you
nothing; and then you wrote and said
you had two hundred a ycar. So now,
your Uncle James and I would like to
know what it all means, dear, if you don't
mind telling us; because we are your
nearest relations, and we do hope that
you have got your rights.”

“Yes, I got nll my rigats.”

“Do. dear Anne, tell me what hay
pened,” said Mrs. Dumaresq, persuasive-

ly. “How did he leave his money? He
had two thousand a year, I know."”
Anne hesitated for a moment, then

looked her .aunt steadily in the face
said, “He :oft his :noney to me."”

“Well, what have you done with it?”

“I gave it away,” Aune murmured,
apologetically.

Mrs. Dumaresq rose from ne: chair, and
drew herself to her fuli height. “Good
heaveas., Anne'” she said in her most
emphiic tones, “are you mald.”

“ihat_js what Mrs. Haye usad to ask
me,” said Apne. ‘“She was angry with
me throughout the whole voyage. Dear
Major Liaye tried to be angry toe, but
could rot manpage it. He s=aw tlat it
was a maotter of right and justice”

“Right and justice! Fiddleaticks!
Who's got the money now, I should like
to know?"'

“His sister and nephews."”

“Who are they? 1 never heard of them
before.”

“I am sorry to say that I had not heard
of them until lately. It seems that hia
sister married against his wishes. [Her
husband died, and left her with nalf a
dozen boys and girls. Uncle Henry used
to allow them two hundred a year, but
made no provision for them in his will.
1 heard of her through my uncle's lawyer,
and fouud out the details of the quarrel
when the papers were opened. They had
tize right to it, not I. For myself two
hondred g oar s apple.”

Aot '.‘.si;hlm:\ve liclped them withour
giving up your fortune.”

“l did not consider it mine,” replicd
Anie quietly. “Tke only thing that 1
charzed myself with doing was to see
thrt the incomne should rot all go to the
eldest son. There will be an equable
division of the property. My dear Aunt
Charlotte, I have done very well for my-
self,” she said, looking at her aunt with
an assumption of innocent dignity. *I
have kept four thousand pounds for my
own use and behoof, and I feel rich upon
{5

To her surprise Mrs. Dumaresq sank
into the casy-chair again, and began to
ery. “It is too bad,” she =aid, sobbing.
*Here you have given up your youth—the
five bist years of your life—to that wicked
old man, and have got nothing by it but a
paltry two hundred a year; and I have
been saying that you were an heiress—
and everybody is so curious to see you.
1 must tell your uncle the whole story,
because he is so very anxious about you.
What he will say when he hLears it I sim-
ply cannot imagine.”

Mr. Eastlake came to dinner, and with
him a Mr. Rolleston, and the Dumaresq's
eldest son, Harold, who had been de-
tained all day by business in town. Har-
old was a bright-looking, boyish man of
one-and-twenty, with thick brown hair
and sparkling blue eyes. Mr. Eastlake
was some years older than either Harold
or Mr. Rolleston, but seemned on very
jntimate terms with them, as indeed he
was with the whole family of the Da-
maresqs. He had known them well in
England, and was connected with them
by marriage in some distant degree. He
was almost as much at home in Mrs. Du-
maresq's house as in his own.

Mrs. Dumaresq was radiant in a com-
bination of blue and cream color; Anne
looked stately in her robes of clinging
black cashmere; Michelle was simply
dressed in white. A Miss Hilda Seaforth,
a friend of Michelle's, had been asked at
the last moment to join the party. Anne
enjoyed the evening. She had lived so
secluded a life that the prettiness of
everything around her was a pleasure.
After the dinner, when they had aN gone
to the drawing-room, Mrs. Dumaresq
turned to Anne and asked her for a song.
Miss Carteret seated herself at the piano.
Before she had sung three notes her hear-
ers turned round on their chairs and look-
ed at her in amazement. Mrs. Dumar-
esq sat in grave content; Eastlake moved
silently to a place where he could com-
mand a good view of the singer. Harold
stopped turning over the leaves of an
album, and Tom Rolleston pulled his
mmustache and stared. Hilda and Mrs.
Dumaresq pleased themselves in differ-
ent wuys! Hilda with the unenvious ad-
miration of a heaithy-natured, amiable
girl, of strong musical tastes; Mrs., Du-
maresq with a sense of prond proprietor-
ship in a niece with a voice the excel-
lence of which everybody must admit.

(To be continued.)

A Maid of the Motor.

The first woman in the world who s
known to have made a business of run-
ning an clectric car through the strects
of a city is Miss Hattie K. Miller. She
lives in Santa Barbara, Cal, and it is
in the City of Roses that she has dis-
tinguished bherself,

BANKS ARE SOUEEZED.

THEY SUFFER FROM THE LOW-
ERING OF VALUES.

Banke Must Share the Losses Which
the Currency Policy They Supported
Hae Brought to the Busincss of the
Country—Only the Usurer Profits,

Effect of the Gold Standard.

The recent scaling of the capital stock
of the Preston National Bank of this
city, says the Detroit Evening News,
from $1,000,000 down to $700,000, fur-
nishes a valuable object lesson in the
effect of the gold standard upon proper-
ty values. A few years ago, when.the
bank was organized and capitalized at
$1,000,000, that figure honestly repre-
sented its value. Its shares sold at
par, or very nearly par, and that was
the best evidence of its value. It did a
large business and its affairs were
managed with as much discretion and
ability as other banks, Its losses were
no greater than inevitably fall to the
lot of ordinarily well-managed banks.
There 1s a wide-spread impression
among a certain class of people that
banking is the one class of enterprise
which enjoys immunity from the ordi-
nary uncertainties of business, and
that, given fair management and hon-
esty on the part of the directors, there
must be a continuous profit in its con-
duct, whether times are good or bad.

The truth, however, is that the banks
are as sensitive, if not more so, to the
depressing influences of hard times as
any commereial or industrial enter-
prises whatsoever. They are the larg-
est holders of property of all kinds
in the country, although they are nom-
inally not its owners. Their own cap-
ital is but a small percentage of the
money which they loan. The great
bulk of their loans is the money of their
depositors. As security for this they
receive bonds, stocks and mortgages,
covering industrial plants and lands,
and in this way more actual property
lies in their hands than can be found
at times unincumbered in the bands
of its nominal owners.

When from any cause these proper-
ties depreciate in value, the banker's
first duty to his depositors, which is his
first duty in law and morals, is to see
that the depreciation does not endanger
the safety of the funds of which he is
the trustee. But depreciation during
the last few years, due to the rapid ap-
preciation of the medium in which val-
ues are measured, was too enormous
and too quick for the most prudent of
bankers. It sweptalong the whole line,
and securities that were supposed to
cover twice and three times thé money
loaned upon them were found to be un-
salable at the face of the money ad-
vanced. Few have any adequate con-
ception of the embarrassment which
this enormous scaling down of the value
of their securities has brought to the
managers of the banks. In many cases
the depreciation has been so great that
securities for the legitimate purposes
of banking have become actually worth-
less—that is to say, they were not sal-
able at all.

The numerous bank failures which
followed the election of Mr. McKinley
throughout the West were merely
symptoms of a general condition which
may not yet have reathed its worst
stages.

We have not waited untll this late
day to warn the bankers of this coun-
try that they must ultimately share
the losses which the currency policy
they supported had brought to the in-
dustry and commerce of the country.
Again and again throughout the late
campaign the Evening News predicted
that the gold standard would ultimate-
ly reach the banks in its ruinous influ-
ence, Their interests, properly under-
stood, are precisely the same as those
of the farmer, the mechanic, the manu-
facturer and the merchant. All have
suffered alike, or will yet suffer, if
they have been so fortunate as to es-
cape thus far.

How different would it have been
had the country never left the double
standard, or, having left it, had re-
turned to it years ago. The greatly
increased production of the precious
metals with which the werld had been
blessed would have kept the supply of
basic money approximately up to the
demands of the increasing necessities
of mankind. and the prices of property
and products thus sustained would
have furnished a continuous incentive
in profit to the exertion of human in-
dustry. Values would have been kept
up, the debtor would have found a mar-
ket for his holdings and have been
able to pay his debts, and the banks
to-day would have had a solid founda-
tion in their securities for both their de-
positors and their capital.

It is true, the purchasing power of
money would not have been so great as
it s, and the absolutely secured cred-
ftor would not get so much property
for his claim as he now can, but Is not
this just what ails the banks as well
as everybody else—namely, that the
claim of the creditor eats up too much
of the property of the debtor and while
ruining the latter nets a loss also to
the former? The private usurious
lender of money, who actually contem-
plates at the time of making the loan
the desirable possibility of seizing the
collateral at a reduced price and makes
all his arrangements to render the
transaction profitable, may find interest
in this process, but the average bank
cannot do so. It is not organized to
hold properties of all sorts or to man-
age them when seized.

Its highest interest, therefore, lies, as
do the interests of its depositors and
its debtors, in the integrity if not the
enhancement of the properties it takes
as collateral. In a word, the banker
is a debtor even more than he is a cred-
itor. If the bankers of this country
were only intelligent and far-sighted
enough to understand this simple fact

they would not have been almost unan-

smously shrieking for the gold standard
last fall, but would have been in the
forefront of the line in the battle for
the double standard.

A Silver Problem.

It appears that when Congress de-
monetized silver there was nobody on
hand to remind it that the United
States owed a certain indebtedness,
payable expressly In silver coin, and,
that fact only came out incidentally in
the Senate in a recent debate. The
government bought land of the Potta-
watomie Indians and has been pay-
ing them for 100 years past an annuity
which, it is stipulated, should be hand-
ed ever to them in American silver dol-
lars. The Indian appropriat.on bill pro-
vides for this payment for the coming
fiscal year and was questioned upon
that ground.

On the one hand, it was asked wheth-
er it was proper for our great and pow-
erful government to impose upon “Lo,
the poor Indian” dollars which, accord-
ing to some Senators, are not worth 50
cents apiece—whether it was not an
advantage taken of their weakness and
a fraud perpetrated upon their ignor-
ance. On the other side, it was said,
by Hon. Mr. Platt, Republican Sena-
tor from the Nutmeg State, that “the
silver dollars of this country” are just
as good as gold, an important admis-
sion, which, if made before the first
Tuesday of last November, would have
probably cost Senator Platt his Sena-
torial position and branded him forever
as an anarchist.

And then another Senator inquired
of Mr. Platt why other public credit-
ors than Indians—for instance, the na-
tional banks holding Government se-
curities—were not also paid in silver
instead of gold. To which Mr. Platt,
having made one damaging admission,
declined to make further reply, and the
incident closed.

Silver may be good enough for In-
dians, but national bankers want gold.

A Bad Showing.

The tables presented by the director
of the mint show that the per capita
circulation in the United States has
increased In tweaty-four years from
$21.36 to $24.03; the circulation of the
United Kingdom from $9.90 to §20.80;
the circulation of Germany from $13.50
to $10.28; the clrculn.tl@ of Belgium
from $14.44 to $28.49; the circulation of
the Netherlands from $16.56 to $24.06,
and the circulation of Italy from $4.88
to $9.96.

It would be an easy matter to show
that the per capita circulation in the
United States prior to the collapse of
1873 was more than twice the amount
given by the director of the mint for
1873. But we take the figures as they
stand. We take the figures represent-
ing a year in which the hoarding of
money and the destruction of values
was almost as ruinous as these ele-
ments have been during the past four
years. It will be seen that the gain
in the per capita circulation of the
United States as compared with the
year in which business was at its low-
est ebb has been only $2.67—a gain
of only $2.67 in a country where the
possibilities of enterprise and Industry
have but begun to present themselves!

It is a curlous and significant fact
that, so far as the increase in circula-
tion is concerned—that most potent fac-
tor in business and enterprise—the
United States has lagged behind all
the European countries, Even In the
Netherlands the gain has been three
times as much as in the United States.
In Belgium the increase has been near-
ly seven times greater than in the
United States; in the United Kingdom
it has been five times as much.

Trusts Rest Easy.

The French have a saying that if
vou scratch a Russian you uncover a
Tartar. It is a singular fact that you
cannot scratch a goldbug or a mug-
wump but you find underneath the skin
a monopolist, an upholder of trusts or
a participator in stolen franchises. The
members of a sound money convention
such as sat in this city the other day
always have the two objects in view—
to profit by legislation and by official
favor and to defeat the Democratic
party.

The money contributors to the Re-
publican organization, of whose liber-
ality old Thurlow Weed used to boast
and the Hannasof to-day have had prac-
tical proof, are to be found connected
and identified with sugar trusts, cof-
fee trusts, rubber trusts, coal trusts
and all the long array of trusts which
overshadow this community. Itis folly
to think the Republican party directors
will allow them to be damnified In their
money making.—New York News.

Unjnst Toxation.

No person has a natural right to in-
jure any other person, and no just gov-
ernment ought to enable or permit any
person to injure another. All should
stand equal before the law. That is
the great principle that underlies gov-
ernment.

Yet it is not rare to find that a man
who pays $5 In taxes ought to pay $10,
while the man who pays $10 in taxes
very often should pay only $5. Unjust
taxation means robbery by law—means
more dangerous than any higzhwayman
would use—and the man who aids Iin
passing a law making such an unfair
condition of things possible lacks the
courage of the highwayman.

You take from those who are assess-
ed too much and give to those who are
assessed too little.—William J. Bryan.

The Silver Republicans,

The Silver Republicans antagonize no
other body of bimetallists.
ply form themselves into a column
which is to co-operate with the other
great political forces bent wupon the
same object—namely, the Democratic
party and the People’s party.—Cincin-
nati Enquirer.

For the Pcop'e to Consider,

The people of these United States
ma¥y well ask themselves what they
have gained by electing a Republican.
They find It announced that a cabinet

They sim-.

has been formed in which every Inter-
est that fattens on the Government is
represented and that searcely a single
member of it is not indebted to Repub-
lican party legislation for a very large
part or the whole of a great private
fortune,

Situntion Is Grave.

It is a singular fact that the election
of Mr.\.{cKlnley has not even restored
confidence among the multimillionaires
and money owners of New York City.
We say the fact is singular because
this class placed all thelr influence at
the disposal of the Republicans and did
everything In their power to promote
Mr. McKinley's election. They suc-
ceeded in their efforts. They have had
the fulfillment of what seemed the
heart's desire, and still they view
situation with the gravest doubt
suspicion.

Populist Pointers.

Every trust is a menace to good gov-
ernment,

Public opinion
to progress.

Paternalism is a thousand times bet-
ter than favoritism,

Government banks will regulate the
volume and give us a stable curren-
cy.

It is not over-production, but a false
system of distribution that causes pov-
erty.

Keep it before the people that the
Republicans promised to deliver pros-
perity.

The government part of our Govern-
ment is socialism—when it is not fa-
voritism.

The mission of the People's party |
hardly begun. The work of educati
must go on.

No amount of wealth can ever sta
before a revolution. It is weakness i
stead of strength. /

Resolutions of sympathy for the poor
is worse than soup, and soup is a
mighty light diet.

The spirit of liberty and independ-
ence can be crushed and smothered,
but it cannot be killed.

If fusion ever had any respectability
some of the place hunters have smirch-
ed it with disgrace.

The real question is whether the Gov-
ernment or the banks shall issue the

paper money of the country. |

The “cross of gold” is yet standing,
while the “crown of thorns” is being
pressed down on labor's brow.

The Republicans are kept busy ex-
plaining why prosperity doesn't copgie,
and when it may be looked for.

Changing men will do no good
less we also change the system,
Republican party will bring no better
times.

The first half of the nineteenth cen-
tary will mark the demonetization of
all metallic currency except for sub-
sidiary coins.

When one trust begins to compete
with another it gets out an Injunction
and puts a stop toit. Isn't this a dandy
Government?

All the gold produced in the world
in one year would not pay the interest
on the world's debts three months.
Then, how are we expected to pay the
principal?

We can't get fair railroad rates until
the water Is squeezed out of the stock.
The best way to do this is for the Gov-
ernment to acquire ownership and op-
erate them.

The gold reserve seems to be reserv-
ing all right, but It doesn't bring pros-
perity, and now the question occurs,
What connection has the gold reserve,
with prosperity?

If the Government can't keep gold
to redeem its paper, how do the ban,
expect to do so? The Covernmen® (]
much stronger than the banks and Tty
credit better than that of all the banks
combined.

After all, the problem in the last
stages of its analysis is, whether man-
hood or money shall rule in this coun-

is the greatest foe

try. All other Issues center around
this one. It is the same old question

of human rights.

His Grip Labels,

The coming man, of course, cuts no
ice with the new woman; but then he
is up to all sonts of devices to be strict-
Iy “in t.” A ruddy complexioned, self-
conscious young man lugged a leather
bag into a down-town Gth avenue eje-
vated train to-day, and, placing it in
front of him, where it-might be easily
seen by other passengers in the car, he
settled down belind hvis paper to await
the effect. The bag was completely
covered with foreign kabels of hotels
and express companies, and If the
young man bad accompanied it to
every place indicated by the label he
must have been a globe trotter of no
ordinary experience. London, Paris,
Cairo, and even Japanese cities were
represented by label. The other pa
sengers turned thelr attention to th
leather bag at once. Two elderly wwm
en across the aisle from the young nx
deciphered the labels one by one, and '}
then nudged each other, after each ef-"
fort and repeated the name of the
place indicated. The ruddy young man
glanced out from behind his newspaper
frequently to notice what impression
he was creating. His self-satisfied look
lasted until a young woman in one of
the cross seats said to her companicn,
in a high, pitcheld voice:

“Yes, I had my trunk done over with
foreign labels before going to the coun-
try, by Jones, down on 6th avenue. He
put on some lovely labels—Paris and
London and all. He charged 25 cents a
label. They got me into a mess of trou-
ble, though. I tried to talk alout these
places and I didn’t know anything
about them. 1 scraped them all off
before I had been there a week.” ,

The passengers began to smile, and
at the next station the ruddy man and
his bag left the train.—New York cor-
respondence Pittsburg Dispateh,




